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（1） A bloody deed, and desperately dispatch’d.
 How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my 
hands




































（1） I cannot tell: the world is grown so bad, 
 That wrens make prey where eagles dare 
not perch:
 Since every Jack became a gentleman, 




 Rivers, that died at Pomfret! Despair, and 
die!
 Ghost of Grey. [to Richard] Think upon 
Grey, and let thy soul despair!
 Ghost of Vaugham. [to Richard] Think 
upon
 Vaughan, and, with guilty fear,















　 語 法 上 の こ と を 少 し 述 べ ま す と、
















（3） [to Richard] When I was mortal, my 
anointed body
 By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 
 Think on the Tower and me: despair and 
die!
 Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die!










（4） I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome 
wine,
 Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to 
death!
 To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

















（2） Catesby. I’ll signify so much unto him 
straight.   [ Exit.
 Buckingbam. Ah ha, my lord, this prince 
is not an Edward!
 He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed,
 But on his knees at meditation;
 Not dallying with a brace of courtesans,
 But meditating with two deep divines;
 Not sleeping, to engross his idle body,
 But praying, o enrich his watchful soul.
 Happy were England would this virtuous 
prince
 Take on his grace the sovereignty thereof;





























こ の 作 品 はThe Anatomy of Witお よ び













（1） Send straight for him;
 Let him be crown’d;  in him your comfort 
lives.
 Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s 
grave,















































（3） Where be the thronging troops that 
followed thee?
 Decline all this, and see what now thou 
art:
 For happy wife, a most distressed window;
 For joyful mother, one that wail the name;
 For one being su’d to, one that humbly 
sues;
 For Queen, a very caitiff crown’d with 
care;
 For she that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of 
me;
 For she being fear’d of all, now fearing 
one;
 For she commanding all, obey’d of none.
 Thus hath the course of justice whirl’d 
about
 And left three but a very prey to time,
 Having no more, but thought of what thou 
wast













Murder, stern murder, in the dir’st degree;
All several sins, all us’d in each degree,
























As I foretold you, were all spirits and 
Are melted into air, into thin air;
And－like the baseless fabric of this vision－
The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous 
palaces,
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,































My conscience hath a thousand several tongues
And every tongue brings in several tale,
And every tale condemns me for a villain.










（1） Gold fearful drops stand on my trembling 
flesh.
 What do I fear? Myself? There’s none else 
by.
 Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.
     Is there a murderer here?  No ―― yes, I 
am.
 Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason 
why――
 Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself!
 Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? For any 
good
 That I myself have done unto myself?
 O, no! Alas, I rather hate myself 
 For hateful deeds committed by myself!
 I am a villain; yet I lie, I am not.
 Fool, of thyself speak well. Fool, do not 
flatter.
 My conscience hath a thousand several 
tongues,
 And every tongue brings in a several tale,
 And every tale condemns me for a villain.
　　 .....................................................................
 And wherefore should they, since that I 
myself
 Find in myself no pity to myself?
 Methought  the souls of all that I had 








































（2） Richmond. All for our vantage. Then in 
God’s name march.
 True hope is swift and flies with swallow’s 
wings;
 King it makes gods, and meaner creatures 




























 Came to my tent, and every one did threat
 To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of 



































And now, instead of mounting barbed streeds
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,
He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber























































　　　　　Now is the winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this sun of York;
And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.
Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths;
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;
Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
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